Perhaps she doesn't like the fish at all, and I shouldn't leave another one.
This evening I feel very strange. It is as though, suddenly, I'm overfilled with myself. Yes, tonight I have more blood in me than ten hogs and it's a deeper red. It is because of what happened today, I suppose. We killed the steer, first thing in the morning. I hadn't been down to the swimming place for almost a week because work being done around the farm. My father is making me do more and more. We took the steer into the barn and tied him up so that he could hardly move, and he bellowed all the time until he was dead. My father told me that in the big stockyards they herd the cattle in one by one, thousands of them, and as they go in someone who is standing there hits each one on the head with an axe-like thing that has a point on it. They do that all day. The steer falls on to a conveyer belt?like the ones they use for hay? and is taken to another part of the plant where he is cut up into pieces. The noise must be terrific.
He was showing me how it is done and he missed the right place with the first hit. The steer really bellowed, then. The next hit, though, killed him but there was still a lot of blood. We are going to cut him up tomorrow.
One day I'll be able to do that. It made me feel so good that in the afternoon I wanted very badly to see that it was I who had left her the fish that time. She called back to me to go away, but I said I didn't want to do that. I told her I liked her and that was why I had come. I told her about the steer and how it made me feel, but she still said to go away. I said, then, that I was going to come in with her, right away. I don't know why but she cried out in a strange way and climbed out of the pool on the other side and started to run downstream along the bank. I wanted to tell her to stay, that I wanted to swim with her and that I liked her, so I ran around by the crossing and followed her.
